CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

a long time on. the stage of my own life I had seen a familiar setting
which I thought was permanent. *A view that cannot be taken
away*, the architect had said when I bought my house in Neuilly.
In this setting of the Bois, of Paris, of France, players whose lines and
ability I knew had been enacting for twenty years a drama whose
vicissitudes and denouement I believed I had foreseen. The whistle
of Destiny shrills. The view that 'could not be taken away' dis-
appears. The Bois de Boulogne ascends into the flies; the Arc de
Triomphe fades; the scene shifters bestir themselves in the shadows.
When the footlights come up again the'spectator discovers a back-
drop that represents Rockefeller Centre, the Empire State building,
and on the stage are characters that had no part in the preceding
scene and who do not even speak the same language.

'Mylife is like a story from The Thousand and One Nights,' I said to
myself during my days of good fortune, 'in which the magician
comes to seek a cobbler in his workshop and make him a caliph.
My life,* I said, 'is a fairy tale. One morning I am living in a sorry
province admiring from a distance great men whom I despair of
ever meeting; that evening I have left my sorry province and those
whom I idolized without hope have become my friends/ I forgot
that often in The Thousand and One Nights, on the last page, the
magician turns the caliph back into a cobbler again. This also is the
ending of the strange story that I call my life ... Friends, fortune,
honours, home, I have had them all, lost them all, and now nothing
remains except my workshop of public scrivener. More than ever
my life is a fairy tale, but one in which the bad fairies have had the
last word.

Let us take our bearings. As in the photograph of an infant we
find, to our surprise, the outlines of an old man's face, so in the heart
of the man still burn the passions of the boy. The desperate need of
devotion that I felt at eight when seated in the forked lilac tree in
Normandy I read Les Petits Soldats Russes is the need which to-day
still dictates for me a course of conduct that is so-far from easy. The
happiness I found in a well-turned phrase at the time when I was
discovering the classics at college remains one of my greatest pleas-
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